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Enter Olo Oak and Mann. 


| MaxTiN, 


You are reſol d, Sir, to marry, you ay? 

O. Ger. I am; and to that end, I have 

ſent my Son to the Univerſity; to mind his 
tuch. and be out of the Way. 

Mar. May I be fo bold, Sir, to aſk the * 
dy's Name, you intend to make your Wife? 
0. Ger. Madam Angelica, the French Doc- 
tor's Daughter. _ 

Mar. Sure, Sir, you're not in en 
She s not above fifteen; that Match, Sir, 

wou'd be fitter for your Son. 

O. Ger. My Son! I don't intend that he 

tall * yet, theſe ſeven Years. , 
3» Mar, 
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2 THE ANATOMIST. 


with an old Man's Conſtitution, 


ver to be enquir'd into, but when you are 
| buying Horſes. 


tor her F ather, and the Gentlewoman her 


Woman, will beſtow their Daughter, and 
| their only Heir, upon a Man- | 


are my Servant, not my Counſellor, I take it, 
Sir. This is my own Concern; when I am 
married, I doubt not but I ſhall behave my- 
| ſelf as a married Man ought 


To miſed me, and he's a Man of his Word. 


you know the Wife there wears the Breeches; 
and if the grey Mare be the better Horſe, 
you l find it difficult to beſtride the Filly. 


| Man.—He who can cure Madfolks, ſcorns to 
be Wife-ridden. 


Mar. But, Sir, conſider well before you 
marry, that theſe are Qualities will not agree 


O. Ger. Old, Coxcomb! I a'nt 6 old.— 3 
But if I was, what then? Age is a Thing ne- 


Mar. How! not in Marriage, Sir? 
O. Ger. Not if a Man be neh. 
Mar. Can you believe, Sir, the old Doc- 


Mother, who is a notable, wiſe, governing 


O. Ger. Hold your Tongue, I fay;—you 


Mar. But if Mr. Doctor won't conſent to it, 
O. Ger. That I am ſure: of, he has pro- 


Mar. That indeed is ſomething. —But, Sir, 


O. Ger. 1 know ſhe is a little domineering; | 
but then I know too that Mr. Doctor is a 1 10 I 


Mar. See, os here | 18 the Doctor! 
Enfer 


THE ANATOMIST. 
Enter the Doctor. + 


Doc. Bon; jour, Monſieur Girarde! bon jour! 


O. Ger. Mr. Doctor, I was IE to - 


to you. | 


Doc. Comment vous portez vous how 


you do?——letta me feel your polſe. 
0. Ger. It needs not Sir 


Doc. L'autre main—t oder Hand, roder 


Hand. 
0. Ger. That's s not my Buſineſs. 


Doc. Eh! bien! but it is my Bus' neſs, et 
Tentend, I underſtande as vell as any Phyfi- 
cien—aha ! your polſe eſt bien diſordère 
very diſordere MS" PEE out a * W 


* tongue. 
0. Ger. No matter for my Tongue. 
Doc. Do you ſleep a vell? 

O. Ger. Yes, very well Sir, but 


Doc. How be your Stomaque?—avez vous 


bon Appetite ?—you ave ver good Appetite! - 
O. Ger. Yes, Mr. Doctor, but I come— 
Doc. You digeſta vell vat you eat? 


me, Sir? 


Benefite of Nature ? 


DoRor:- 


B 2 Nature 
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0. Ger. Yes, "wy wellz— but will you hear 


Doc. Et vous avez you ave all de oder : 
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0. Ger. I have 'em regularly—but, Mr. 5 


Doc. Ebien donc—ma foy ! upon my vard 
—lf you eat a vell, you ſleep a vell, you di- 
beta vell, et you ave all de oder Benefite of 
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4 THE ANATOMIST. | 
Nature - vous n'avez pas beſoin—you ave ny Wl 
Occaſion for de France Phyficien—Begar 1 
muſt go viſit my oder Patient dat vanta | 1 
me. - Bon jour, Monſieur, bon j jour. 
O. Ger. Stay, good Sir, ſtay.— I have had 
Patience to hear you talk, and to no Purpoſe 
neither, now tis my Turn to ſpeak, and to 23 
ſome Purpoſe. _ 3 
Doc. Eh! bienl—depechez; vous donc—make 3 
; haſte, car I am in haſte. ; 
O0. Ger. Tis not about my Health I came I 
to you; tis another Affair. | 
Doc. Vat Affaire? 
O. Ger. An Affair that you know of. 
Doc. Dat 1 know of —de Devil 20 ting : 
1 know Of. 1 
9 7 your Daughter 5 
Doc. Vat about my Daughtere | ? 
O. Ger. About my marrying her. | 
Dec. Helas! pauvre Homme is dat all? | 
Begar I had tought it had been ſome Bus'neſs 
of Conſequence—ha! ha! ha! n'eſt ce pas que | 
je vous ay donnez ma Promeſle ? —-] ave giv'n | 
you my Promiſe, marry her ven ever you | 
; pleaſe—you ver velcome, _ | 
O0. Ger. And have you broke it to your | 
Wife? | 
L cc. Pourquoi ?—vat for, Sing homes efoiu-| 
tion is hers—c'eſt la meme choſe, ſans doute. } 
Oh ventrebleu! if once my Vite ſhould pre- 
tend to contradict a my Vill, to be ſure, ſhe | 


ſhou'd ſoon ſee vat! Sortof Metal I be make 0 * 
1 05 


T H E ANAT O MIS T. 5 
No, no I tank a my Star I ave no domeſ- 
tick Broil, en ma Famille, my Vite ſommite 
to me in ev'ry ting. 

O. Ger. Ay, but if you pleaſe, we'll ac- 
quaint her with it, 'tis a F ormality all Mo- 
ther's may expect. 

Doc. Eh! bien donc, I vill call her down, for 
your Pleaſure.—Attendez une peu—1 vill call 
3 dere is no Occaſion — Begar I vill 
call her to . 3 
0. Ger. Well, Martin, what fay 1 you now ? 
Mar. Why Sir, I ſee the Doctor is your 


Friend; fo far all's well —But mark the End, 
I I fall. 


Fu Doctor and Wife. 


Doc. Ma chere Dame my dear a Vife! 
here is our ver good Friend, Monſieur Girarde, 
come on Purpoſe to ſee you. 
Wife. Sir, yout Servant, tho my Huſband's 

a Phyſician, I am glad to lee you're in good 
Health. 


0 Speak to her, Mr. Dodo, tell her : 
: the Bus'neſs. _ 
Doc. Commencez vous—ſpeak a you firſt. 
O. Ger. No, no; tis properer for you. 
Doc. Non, non—you fall ſpeak a much 
bettrg——ecouter de Lovere ave ver great 
Deal of Elocution. 
0. Ger. But you have the Authority of a 
Huſband, 


* 
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you begin firſt, et you fall ſee my Autorite, i | 
- he Fen. 


Madam ; and fomething—that Mr. Doctor 
has to acquaint you with. 


F Dame | my dear Vife —1 don't know how 


ver good Friend, Monſieur Girarde, he has a 
Mind to marry our-Daughtere, dat is all. 


Ages are moſt 5 — Many young 
Women have been ruin'd by ſuch unequal | 


_ Conſideration, and without my Knowledge 


or Conſent, therefore twas but a half Pro- 
"mnife, Sir. - 


Huſband, and m- ay without Ceremony open 
the Matter to her. 


Doc. Non, non—commencez vous, je dis; 


Wife. Pray, Gentlemen, what's this Con- 
teſt about, and why was I call'd hither? | 
O. Ger. A fooliſh Punctilio of Honour, 


Doc. MonDieu, quelles Sottiſes!—ma chere 


it happen to come about.——Mais here is our | 


O. Ger. Yes, Madam; and upon ſuch Terms 


as few Parents are diſpleas'd with. You may | 
ſcruple my Age perhaps; but when you know, | 
I will take her without a Portion, [ hope that 
Scruple will be remov'd. 


Mie. Hold there, good Mr. Gerald. —Your 


Matches.—Youth and Age cannot agree. 


O. Ger. But your Huſband, Madam, has 
giv 'n me his Promiſe. 


Wife. What if he has he gave it without I 


0. Ger. But, Mr. Doctor, a Man of Ho- 
„ 


nour ought to keep his Word, and ſtand to 


what he ſays. Speak then, have you not 


promis'd me your Daughter ? 
Doc. Tis very true. —I canno deny it. 


Wife, How | can you not? we'll talk of 


that hereafter. —Well, Mr. Gerald, promiſe 


or not promiſe, all's one for that. —1 deny, 


and that's enough. 
Doc. Mais ma petite Ame!—ma Mig- 
nonne! my dear little Vife 
Mie. Wife me no Wife's, "but hold your 


fooliſh Pratting.—Sure I know better than 


you what's fitting for our Daughter, 


Doc. Parbleu elle eſt bien enrage —ſhe is 


im a Devil a great a Paſſion! 


Wife. Set your Heart at reſt, Mr. Gerald. 
you ſhall never marry my Daughter, that's 
my Reſolution.—1I will not be the Jeſt of the 
whole Town.—Who wou'd not ſplit their 
dides to hear a Couple of old Fools call one 
another Father and Son ?—away! for ſhame! 
tor ſhame! _ = Oe 


Mar. Sir! Sir!—Mr. Doctor! * 
Doc. Vell!—vat you ſay, Sire? 
Mar. If once my Wife ſhou'd contradict 


my Will, to be ſure ſhe ſhou'd ſoon ſee what 


Sort of Metal I am made of.—I thank my 


Stars, we have no domeſtick Broils, my Wite 


ſubmits to me in all things. 
O. Ger. Martin ſays true; this Leſſon you 


read to us, before you call'd your Wife, good 


Mr, Doctor. 
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tende ici une peu, et you ſall hear me ſcold Y| 


Ss THY ANATO MIS T. 
Doc. Eh! bien, Monſieur Girarde-it is very | 
true, but den it is alſo very true—dis no be 
de propre Place to ſhew my Autoritè.— ſe | 
vous dirai—T vill take a more convenient o. 
portunite to ſpeak vid her—cependant—in | 
de mean Time—leave it to me—depen upon | 
it, you fall ave my Daughteère—leave it to 
— CCS TEE... M 

Mar. Yes, Sir, leave it to Mr. Doctor; 
he ll do Wonders,—He is a Lion in private, 


but you faw he was a Lamb in publick, I | 
fear you had better take the Wife's Word 
than the Huſband's ;—'tis plain ſhe rules the 
Roaſt. „„ r . | — 5 
Doc. Peace upon your Tongue, you dam 
ſaucy Jackanape!—parbleu ! I ſpeak a your | 
Maſter, I no ſpeak a you—you little naſty | 
great a Jack a Dog !—aha !—Monſieur ! C.. 
 rarde—tenez la main take a my Hand; depen | 
upon it you fall ave my Daughtere, —I turn 
a my Vife Neck and Heel out a de Doore. At- 


her, comme le Diable !—out a de Winder—'| 
| jernie! coton{—ventre blue!ſ—— — |} 
Mar. Well, Sir, what think you now? | 
DOD. Ger. Why, truly, Martin —ha! is not 
„„ 


* . 
** 


* 


. 
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Enter Criſpin, | 


ri Sir, your Servant; I am glad I have 


found you. —Good-morrow, Martin. 
Mar. Good-morrow, Criſpin. 


O. Ger. What Cauſe brings you to Town ? 


Criſ. That Letter will inform you. 


5 0. Ger. { ads } 


= Honoured Father, 
N Hoping you are in good Health, as Tam, ebe 
he to Heaven, at this preſent writing hereof ; 


Gives bim 4 Letter. . 


this is to let you underfland, that all my Money's 


gone,—and my Clothes worn ſo bare, that you 


nay, as the ſaying is, TIE. * reech thro "7 5 


Pocket- Holes. 
Mar. A fine E piſtle | 


O. Ger. This is not my Son's. -Ntile, nor = 
bis Hand: This is ſome roguery of yours, 


sirra — 


Criſp. To tell you the plain Truth, Sir, 1 


loſt, I know not how, my Maſter's Letter on 


the Road; and baiting at a little Village, it 
happen'd to be at the Sexton's Houſe ,who fold | 
a Cup of notable good Ale; there ! got him 


to write this Letter for me. I know my 


Maſter ſent for Money and Clothes; 1 17 


read the reſt. 
O. Ger. No, 1 have Oe enoug 6 


Mar. Vou dictated this Letter $0 the Sex- 


. 


ton ha Cr: — 


THE ANATOMIST. 9 


—— — 2 — ea Ta HEE " 
— — 2 


— — — 


2 PA <4 
—— © > — 
K 
—_ 2 — in „ > 


. — —ͤ —————— "I - — 
o = - . * >: + 07 = 2 

= mas — . Ü 'A. : — 
* 1 4 > 
- L * - » 

v3 4 


— ä — —_ 
: — >" way $454 — rs — IIA > — ” a ares . 2 2 : 1 
— . — 3 — ay — . : — 2 0 a - 4 
ba. ” 9 8 2 A r 2 ä * l 5 n n 2 ” 2 „ > 8 : 4 
5 we EE —_ ; c ee ns - ä — L ——— 
Bo 8 8 * - — — a 4 « > pt At umm i — — wired = . —— — - hs 8 — - — . 
: — ITT ———— — 2 T 1 — - — — you * — 8 - 6 
* = * — — TITS - — Þ "£3 5 * — - * ” : 5 7 r — D N * 
— 2 p 5 *. r F 
. - 5 , * __— * n y 
N . . - s 
- = 4 *+ 
. * 


eloquent. 


Univerſity with my Maſter four Months for 
nothin 1 A 


in ſo ſhort a Time? He has been prodigal. I 
to treat at his firſt coming, Sir.—I ſhall he 8 


0. Ger. Look you do.—I have ſome Buſi- 
neſs. now; about an Hour hence come home 


good Sum out of him, I do my Maſter's Bu- 
fineſs; the old Gentleman muſt not know | 


1 loſt his letter. O, here he comes. 


I. Ger. What's done, Sir? 
ally. I met your Father here, juſt in this 


ver and o'er; and faid the Stile was admi- 


« 
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Criſ. I did ſo ;—what of that? WF 
Mar. Nothing, but that the Stile is veryl 3 


Criſ. 1 think fo. I have not been at the 


0: Ger. Has my Son ſpent al his Money 
Ci. He cou d not help it, he was forc'd 


his Steward for the futur e, and manage | 
Matters better. e 


\ 


to me. Follow me, Martin. TOI 
[I. Erxeunt Old Gerald and Martin. 
Criſ. So far all's well. —If I can ſcrew a | 


he's in Town, nor muſt. my Maſter know Þ 


Enter Young Gerald, TER 

. Ger, I ſent you with: my Letter to my | 
Father; why are you loitering here? 
- Crij. VVV 
Criſ. Vour Buſineſs, Sir, is done effectu- 
Place, gave him your Letter; — he read it 


5 . rablo; — 
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able -was overjoy'd to ſee how the Uni- 
rerfity had improv'd you. Then I made 
tim an eloquent Oration, to let him ſee how- 
had profited, —This melted his hard Heart, 
made his old Eyes twinkle, like Flames in 
the Bottom of two Sockets.—At laſt he bid 


ne come home to him ſome half an Hour 


hence—by that Time, Sir, the Money will 
be ready. But how durſt you venture abroad 


by Day-light ?—Shou'd your Father — _ 
T. Ger, I know it, Criſpin, but as ſoon as 


you were gone, Angelica ſent her Maid to 


me, and bid me meet her here.—Something 


of Conſequence has happen'd to her, and I'm 
in Pain to know the Meaning of it.— See, ſhe 


i; here. 


Vnter Angelica. 
T. Ger. My dear Angelica! 


Ang. Mr. Gerald! 1 am glad my Maid 
found you :—'twill ſurprize you when I tell 


jou, your Father is in love—— _ 
T. Ger. You mock me, Madam. 


Ang. No, tis too true; he has afk'd me 
of my Father and my Mother, offers to 
lettle a large Jointure on me, and marry me 


without a Portion too.—Theſe are Propoſals 
tew Parents will refuſe. 1 


done? 


C 2 | F Ang. 


V. Ger, Unhappy Accident ! what's to be 
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Love, and try to make her of our Party: 
give you Notice. 


attend you 25 Exit Angelica. 


Of all your Father's Follies, this is the work, 
| When old Men fall in Dm PO re force 


. | Bea. Why do you chuſe this back Apart- 


Ang. I will acquaint my Mother with o_ : 
Stay hereabouts; if 1 ſucceed, Beatrice tan 


F. Ger. Do, 1 my dear Angelic, ind Succeſs 
Criſ. Well, 


"ne! gigs [Exeunt 


8 0 E N E the Laboratory, 
Enter Doctor. 
Doctor. 5 


Berries: Betrice ou etez vous? vere 
2 de Devil are dae e 


Enter Beatrice. b 


Bea. Here, Sir, here. 5 
Doc. Depechez vous done — ſee all de ting 


in ordere ici—here— dans la Laboratoire; 
car many Virtuoſi vill be here, to hear a my 
Lecture — et to ſee de curious Diſſection of 
de dead Body, dat I expect ev're Moment 


from de Place of Execution. 


ment. 


— 
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to do it in the great Hall formerly. 


vill be here bientot—preſently—in de mean 


—dat are near.— Betrice—Betrice - qu avez 


; yous la ?—yat de Devil ave you got dere? 
Bea. There, Sir? — where? 


N N little Tettons, you little Devil- 
aha! 


Bea. Fie, Sir you make me bluſh. 


; voila une * Chanſon e 


8 0 N G. 


Fondiyl. let me graſp dy Treaſure 

Vile my vital Spirit glow! _ 

Youth again fall live in Pleaſure, 
And on e'ery Bliſs beſtow. 
Vit your Merliton, &c. 


Je ſuis un bon Coq, 8 am ver good 


o KA 


Bea. 'You ſtrut, and crow, and clap your 


you forget your Patients, Sir. 
Doc. 


ment, at the End of the Garden ? You us d 


Doc. Je ne ſcais pas I cannot tell my Vife 5 
vill ave it ſo—I fay noting at all—de Body 


4 
F n — 
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Time I vill go to viſite ſome of my Patients 
Doc. Vy dere!—under your Handkerchief : 


Doc. Po, po—you'fooliſh ſilly Girl ;—you 
no bluſh at all.—Betrice—lI give you Half a 
Crown you no tell a my: Vife,—Ecoutez . 


Cock o' de Game, — ! can tell a you but . #4 


Wings indeed, but all to no — 7 


14 THE ANATO MIS T. 

Doc. Eh! bien! you ver good Girl, put me in 
mind of my Bus'neſs—to be ſure I vill go— 
and ven I come back again, I vill have a little 
touch at your Tettons. Exit. 

Bea. 1 find all Huſbands, old and young, 
are ſtill for Variety, which is a certain Sign 
of an ill Stomach. Well, if ever it be my 
Fortune to marry one who ſerves me ſo; Til 
8 no more, but that which is Sauce for the 


Gooſe, ſhall be Sauce for r 


Enter Criſpin. 


Bea. Criſpin! what brings you hither now? *| 
Criſ. I have been almoſt half an Hour 


 hankering about the back Door.—I ſaw the | 
Doctor come forth juſt now, and then I ven- 
tur'd to ſlip in. 


Bea. Secure that Door then, while I faſten 46 | 


this, that we may not be ſurpriz d. Now 4 


what” s the Buſineſs? 1 
Criſ. My Maſter's; poor Man's at his Wit ET 


End. Wat Madam Angelica told him about 


his Father, has diſtracted . 1 Have & a Let- 
ter for her.— 
| Bea. Give it me xy 3 
S [Criſpin gives ber a Letter. | 
Ci Stay, Beatrice, let me look on you a 


little What have you been doing to your- I 
ſelf ?—T never aw * {o R—_ in my 


life. 
Bea. Indeed! = 


— — — — —— - 
— 2 9 
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. 8 = indeed—thou haſt ſtolen ſome of 
«dy 8 Waſh ;—it can't be natural; come 


1 Stand off, Fool! 
Criſ. Now I think on't, I have not lad 
one Kiſs ſince I came from the Univerſity.— 
Bea. Keep Diſtance, you had beſt; 
1 will not make you ſo familiar with me. 
Criſ. Say you ſo! harkee, Gentlewoman, 
what made you here alone with Mr. Doctor? 
This Place 1s very-private, at a convenient Di- 
ſtance from the Houſe too. 
Bea. One who was hang'd this Morning, ; 
is to be diſſected here, I muſt ſet every 
Thing i in order for it, the body will be ſent 
in preſently.— [Knocking at the Door. 
_ 4 Here, let me out quickly. 
Doc. (without) Betrice /—ouvrez la Porte 5 
Copen de Door. [Knock again. 
Bea. What ſhall I do? it is my Maſter. 
Cri. Let me out, I ſay.— 
Doc. ( without / Betrice open, de Door! 
. [ Knock again, 
Cr: if What will become of me? 
Bea. Here, here, lay yourſelf at Length 
updn this Table.—I'II ſay you are the dead 
Body ſent from the Gallows. 
Criſ. O Beatrice! 1 
e No more, do as I bid 18 
[Criſpin lies at his full _—_ * the 
Table. Beatrice opens the Door. 
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5 Enter Doctor. po; 
Dec. Begar, I tink, I am bewitch To-day, 


I ave taken de wrong Med' cine — ae Devil 
take all de Med'cine in de Varld gives Bea- 
trice a Pill-Box) Aha !—vat is dat? 


Bea. The Body from the Gallows, Sir ;- "ROM 


the Fellows that brought it wou'd not carry | 
it into the Vault. ys, | 


Doc. Fort bien—ver vell—letta me ſee— | 
—Begar de Body M 
is varm. Parbleu, I Fl bill de Diſſection 


dis Moment. lings off his Chak, &c.)— 


Betrice, fetch me my I. Baya Knife, my 


Inciſion Knife, et all de oder Inſtrument 1 
ave prepare in my Cloſete. 


Bea. But, Sir, N Patients expect you 


NOW.— - 


Doc. J'irai biene vill go by and by. 4 
Bea. But ſhou'd any of them die in the 


mean Time. 


Doc. Allez 8 * et | fotoh'n me ED, my 


- Inciſion Knife —car vile de natural Heat re- 
main, I fall more eaſily come at de lacteal 
Vein, dat convey de Chyle to de Art, for 


Sanguification, or de Encreaſe of Blood 
Bea. But, Sir, you won't _ the Ang: 


tomy before the Doctors come. 


Doc. Depechez vous fetch it, 1 ſay—vat 


de Dr ene you Servant-n 'eſt ce pas? 
Exit Beatrice. 


Doc. 


* — — 


THE ANATOM IST. 17 
Doc. Upon my Vard, he is ver vell ſhape, 
ver good Viſage—very pretty Fellow in- 
deed —Parbleu he ave de dev'lith ſharp a 
Tot. Aha do I perceive a dat? Here is a 
little Lineament come juſt from de Noſe to 
de Corner of de Mount, —ſhew he vas a dam 
Rogue, ought to ave been hang ten Vears 
ago. —Begar 1 fall ave ver much great Plea- 
ſure in dis Diſſection.— vill open his Belly 
quite from de Xiphoid Cartilage, to de Os 
Pubis.— Oh je voudrais bien—T viſh any of 
my Fellow Phyſicien vere here juſt a now 
car I voud plainly ſhe dem de Circulation 
of de Blood quite thro the N to de Di- 
aſtole aha! 

Here the Decor bends the Body of Criſp pin 

uß and down, who ſeems Ps = 


Begar 15 ave nn him at laſt. 


Enter Beatrice. 4 


Bes. 110 been looking all about, Sir, 
and cannot find your Inciſion Knife. — Be- 
des, Sir, a fine Lady call'd at the Door juſt 
now, in a great gilt Coach, and charg'd me 
to ſend you to my Lord's immediately, 

Doc. Ha! vat for? 

Bea. He's dying, Sir, he's dying. 

Doc. Vat ſhou'd I go for den? 


Bea. You muſt 80, ry you ſhall 803 you ; 


are {ent for. 


Doc. De Devil is in BY Vench ! vell I vill - 
D £93 
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go; mais, in de mean Time, let de Body be 
carry into de E 4 Exit 
Bea. So, Joy go with you. — 
- Cri. And l, without more Words, will 
by gone immediately. 
Bea. Whither in ſuch Haſte ? 
Criſ. Whither, with a Vengeance! let me 
out, I ſay. You muſt fetch the Inciſion Knife 
with a Fox t'ye, and all the other damnable 
Inſtruments, to rip n me up alive, and make 
mine d meat of me !——Curſe on his Syſtole q 
and Diaſtole, — 3 ü 
Bea. You are iden, Crifdin ; when I | 
went out, I did not go to fetch the Inſtru- | 
ments, I went to hide 'em,—where I was | 
ſure he cou'd never find em. | 
Criſ. I thought indeed, you cou'd not have | 
: the Heart to ſee a Man who leves you as] | 
do, ſo barbarouſly diſmember” d,—And there- | 
fore I lay ſtill. 
Bea. Well, ftay here a while; PII run and | 
give Angelica the Laces and return inſtantly. | 
Stay a little. | 
Criſ. Ves, in the Street. bee I thall | 
not be in Danger of his damn'd * 
Knife, with a Pox to him.— | 
I. Poor Crispin F Eo | 
Criſ. Fear makes me think every Thing I 
ſee, an Inſtrument to rip me up, from the 
Syſtole to the Diaſtole. . 
Bea. He had a Mind 1 to be acquainted with 
Your Inſide, Crypm - Cri. 
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Criſ. The Devil pick his Bones for t—I 
ſhall never recover myſelf, till I get out of 
this curſed Place.——/#nocking at the Door} 
Ah! the Spirit's come again! —— the 
Door; I'll ruſh out like a Lion. 

Bea. Have a Care, or you'll ſpoil all. 

Crif. I the Doctor catches me here, he | 
will ſpoil n and Inciſion will 
ſpoil all, FA 

Bed. Come, lay yourſelf upon the Table 
quickly, he has no Inſtruments. _ 

Criſ. Not I; for aught I know, he may 
have ſome about him :—his Pockets may be 

fll'd with Knifes, Pins, Threads, Saws, ind 
the Devil and all. Z _ 

Bea. Well thought on! here hangs my WM 
Maſter's s Gown and Cap; you ſhall ſtrait put WM 
em on, and tell him you are a Phyſician, juſt WM 
come from the Univerſity, and underſtanding 1 
a dead Body was to be diſſected by him ||. 
came to hear his Lecture. bo 

Criſ. Give it me then; I'd rather act the DO 9 
Doctor than the dead Body. — puts on the bh 
own} So now, I hope I need not fear his 
EE into yo" Os Pubis, with a Pox to 1 
1 = 

Bea. But if he ſhou'd find out your Igno- 1} 
trance. iy 

Crif. Tl venture thats is World belies 
em, or there are many Phyſicians as great 
Fools as myſelf, —I have good natural Parts, 

e Beatrice, 
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; Beatrice, if they ſeape but Amputation and 
Inciſion. 


he is. 


which ſhe lov'd better than any Relation in 


are not only a learned Phyſician, but that 


and defire you to. tell me ſome Tidings of | 
him. — 


with vou? > 


Bea. So now „Tu let him 1 in.—— 


Enter Waiting Wolhin, 
Wait. Is Mr. Doctor within? 
Bea. No.- 


Wait. Why do vou deny him tome? There 


Cri Well, what's 8 your Bus ah with me, J 


Miſtreſs, ſp eak⸗ 
Wait. My Lady has loſt he little Lap Dog, 


in the World. —Now, Sir, knowing that you 


you underſtand Aſtrology and the like | 
Criſ. Ay, ay, [ underſtand one, as well as 
the other. | 
Wait, Therefore, Sir, 1 bring! y you a Fee, | 


Crif. Have you brought the Dog 8 Water 


ait. His Water? the Dog!s loſt, 1 
Criſ. Loſt—why—ay, what then? 
Bea. The [Raſcal ſtumbles confoundedly. 
/ aſide ) You do not mind, Si the Dog is not 
ſick, he is loft. 
Cr! . 0 beo b long ſince he was 
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| Wait. Two Days ago. 0 
Cr if. At what Hour? 
Wait. At eleven in the Morning. 

Criſ. What Colour? 

Wait. Bläck and white. 


Cri/. Enough, enough —Beaticer, what s 


in that Box there in your Hand. { A/fide.} 
Bea. Some Pills DF: Maſter gave me to 

lay up. 

Criſ. Gina me the 3 

Bea. To what Purpoſe ? 


Crif. Hold your Peace. {fide.) Here, take 


theſe Pills. 


Wait. For what, an't pleaſe your Worlip? * 


Criſ. Vour * J Dog 1 is loſt ? 
Wait. Yes, Sir.— 


Criſ. And you wou a'd find him again? 
Wait, With all my Heart. 


Ceiſ. Take theſe Pills then. 


Wait. Will theſe Pills make me find: the 


Dog again? 
Criſ. Yes, certainly—thoſe Pills!. 


thoſe Pills, I affure you, are of a very fearch- 
ing Nature. 


Wait. But, Sir— 5 
 Crif. Go, do as I bid you. 
Wait, There is your Fee, 5 


my Lady, and the whole Family for your Pa- 
tients, and ſo your Servant, Si. Servant 


Sir. Exit —— Woman. 


—why 


—If theſe 
Pills help us to the Dog again, you '1l have 


. Bea. | 
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Trade indeed 
ney eaſilj . | Knocking at the Door. 


. A [Opens the Dor. 


Bea. Ha, Criſpin! is not this better than , 
being a dead Body ?——You no ſooner com. 
menc'd Doctor, but you got a Doctor's Fee. 

Criſ. Two new Crown Pieces; tis a braye | 
—Here a Man gets his Mo- 


Bea. Hark! ſomebody knocks again. 
Criſ. O Lord! if this ſhou'd be the Doctor! 
Bea. There's no Remedy, you muſt bra- | 


Enter Simon. 


Sim. Is Mr. Doctor within? 
Bea. What's your Buſineſs? 
Sim. I'd ſpeak with him. 
Bea, From whom? ?); 
Sim. Why from my zelf. 
Bea. Why do you know bim, Friend? 


Sim. I come to aſk him one Queſtion, and 


_ you alk me a Score. 
Bea. He's not at home to every Body: 
therefore I muſt know.—— — 
0 Then I neither know him, nor he 
I pray is he at home to receive Money! 


l Ideen him Aa Fee. — 


Ci. . advancing Jorwats ) Who are you, 


F riend ?. 


Sim. Why, they call me at our Town, S- 
mon the Infant; but my Name is Simon Buri). 
Cry * Well, what's Pour 4 Bus' neſs, quick? 


Sim. 


as a Doctor. 
Ci. What then? 


ye, whether Alice Draper, a young Maid in 
again, as ſhe pretends to have. Becauſe there 


her Company, and I don't know 


Criſ. Sprightly, clever, Ic. Sc. G6 .— 
well on her Paſtons. 
Sin. Ay, marry does · ne | 
 Criſ. Here, take theſe Pills. 
r 

Cri iſ. Yes, take em. | 

Sim. How! Pills! 


hs ten, becauſe of your great Bulk. 


but Wounds can they 


Ours is a Science you know nothing of. 
Bea. Tell him they are Cephalick Pills.— 


lick Pills. but that 18 heathen Greek to 
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Sim. J am told you're an Aſtrologer, 2s well | 
Sim. Why then, I queſtion you, an't pleaſe 
our Town, that I love, has that Love for me 


is an arch Attorney's Clerk, that is often in 


Criſ. Hold! what Kind of Woman is ſhe? 
Sim. Why, ſhe is a ſprightly, clever, well 

| built Wench, with a fine featly Face, brown 
Hair, and a ruddy Complexion; a good crum- 
my Laſs, and treads well on her Paſtons,— 


 Criſ. Yes, Pills —You muſt take the Num- . 
Sim. I have taken Pills to purge 1 withal; 


Crif. Go to, I ſay—they'll purge the Head, 5 
and clear the Underſtanding r 


Cri. Ay, Dy — ts, Sir, are you Slivela- 


you ; 
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vou; if you underſtood Latin, I could tk 
to the Purpoſe to you.- 1 

Sim. I am a Piece of a Schollard, I mu 
tell you. Intelligo, Domine, linguam La- 
tinam. | 

Criſ. Pho, pho, I know that— but that— 

that's your outlandiſh Latin.——There . are 
ſeveral Sorts of Latin ;—there's Law Latin, | 
Prieſt's Latin, and Doctor's Latin; as 5. | 
Example Olo Purgatum, Phyſicum, Vomi- | 
tum, Gutſoutum—and fo forth. — Our Latin 
is quite another Thing from School Latin. 
Sm. I think it may be fo, 

Ci. Go, do as I bid ye. 

Sim. I had beſt give you your Fee firſt, 
Criſ. Ay, ay; that's well conſider d. 
n 

Criſ. Ay Pills. 

Sin. Ten Pills. 

Criſ. Juſt ten—diſpatch—away ! 

Sim. Good Day to ye, Sir. 

; Cr if. The like to you, F riend. 

[Exit Simon, 
Two Crowns: aid Half a une got already! 


5 this is a gainful and no painful Trade — 


Bea. Learned Mr. Doctor, 1 muſt have 
g 5 Wn 
Crif. And 90 thou- ſhalt; cherer my laſt 
Fee for thee.- —You cannot ſay but I deal 
nobly * Tous 


| [Give 807 the Ha If If Guinea. 4 


Bea, 
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Bea. Thank 9 This will buy Pins. 
| a at the Door. 
4 Cri Hark! 
Bea. There s more Fees coming. 
Criſ. My heart miſgives me—Ah what will 


become of me. 
Doc. (without Berrice. / Dives: & 


Crif. Oh Lord! it js the Devil himſelf. 
* opens the 0 


Enter Doctor. 

| DE. dis Lor vas 5 dey” give me 
in Guiney—Inocare—Eh! bien! Betrice, ave 
ycu done evre ting dat J ordere? 

Bea. Yes Sir.—But, juſt before you, came 
in this Gentleman (ſome Doctor, I ſuppoſe, 
of your Acquaintance). I preſume he intends 
to be preſent at your Anatomy Lecture. 

Doc. Sire, do I ave not de honor to know 
you, you be ver vellcome.—I fall not begin 
my Deſſection till to-morrow Morning, E— 
leven a Clock den if you pleaſe to honor me 
vid your bon Compagnie may be you fall 
| hear ſometing dat is ver curious. 

Criſ. J have heard much, Sir, of your great 
Abilities, and ſhall not fail you—for your 
Reputation, Mr. Doctor, is a Reputation— 
that—as I may fay—or as—in fine, I will not 
fail, Sir, to wait on you. 

Bes. Sir, if you pleaſe, my Miſtreſs defires 
to ſpeak with 5 you. 

E V 
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Doc. Bientot—by and by—1 ave not done 


vid Monſieur le Docteur.— Allez vous en. 


1 Exit Beatrice,. 
Je vous en prie, Monſieur, letta me conſult 
you in de Caſe of un malade —a ſick Perſon, | 
dat is my Patient, a preſent. N 


Criſ. Do me the Honour to excuſe me now 14 
1 have Buſineſs of mighty Conſequence, that 
requires my departure inſtantly. — but to-mor. 
row, Mr. Doftor—. ee 


Doc. Stay a little—attendez une peu—je | 


vous dirai—!l fall tell a you in two, three Vard. 


You muſt a know, dat all vitch he Spit be 
quite Vite—tout blanc—quite Vite now, 


Sire, in my Judgement dat is ver bad 


Symptome. „ 5 
Criſ. Oh to be ſure, Sir, the worſt Symptom 


Doc. Car, you know, Pituita alba Adu 


inter Cutem ſupervenit, ſays Hippocrates,— | 


Fri. Very true; Hippocrates does fay o 
indeed. 1 l 


Doc. And den, dis you a 
Greek call Leucophlegmateia. 


Criſ. Lu- co phleg ma- tea, — thats 


right. 


Doc. So den, according to Hippocrates, 


dis Vite Spitting, ou Pituita alba—eſt une 


choſe d'extrodinaire et ſhew plainly dat de 
Dropſy will. ſucceed. Now, Sire, I vou'd 


fain know, vat you tink de ver beſt Remede 


I can givein dis Caſe.— 


Crif 
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criſ Why really, Sir, in this Sort of * 
I or d' ye the in any kind of Malad 
this ſort that is to ſay—in any "© nr rs 
may be—as it were—a=in a mafiner—as 1 
may fay—a Caſe of this kind—I don't know 
but that is—T think you may—to be ſure— 
z—what think you of a doſe of Pills? 2 
Doc. Ha!l—de Pillules! begar dat voud 
ſpoil all I ave been doing. 
Criſ. O you miſtake me, Sir, 1 don t mean, 
Sir that you ſhou'd give the Patient, Pills.— 
_ No! what den? | 
Gr I only mention 'd, Sir, a doſe of Pilis 
whic E took myſelf this Morning, which 
have not yet done working, and force me to 
kaye you fomewhat * 


[Exit Cri pins 


$ 


Bir. Mais, Monſieur! 


Enter Wife and Beatrice. 
Wiſe. O Huſband, Huſband, come away, 


have a Care,—have a Care— 


Doc. Of vat, Vife? 

Wife. Ah, dear Huſband, you muſt excuſe 
me for intruding ſo haſtily. 

Doc. Vat is de mattre, Vife? 

Wife. Oh that Man was 4 Negromancer, 


a Conjurer ; one that deals in the Black Art, 
and raiſes Spirits. 


Doc. Comment ſcavez vous cela ?—how 
you know dat? 


Wife. Some of my Neighbours told me ſo, 
— 


Pillules le Diable [. 


23 THE ANATOMIST. 


and bid me have a Care of him—] was fright- 
ed almoſt out of my Wits,—and ſhan t come 
to myſelf a good while. 


Dec. Po, po your Neighbour fooliſh filly 


Peoples. Parbleu. I believe he vas one by | 


ſhitin Rogue.—Jernie if he come encore into 


my Parloir I vill 2 de Devil vid him, —de | 
— 


8 0 E N E the era. 


Enter Old Gerald. 
O. Ger. I am reſolved to bribe Beatrice, 


and make her of my Party; ſhe is a notable 
young witty Wench, and governs her young | 
Miſtreſs as ſhe Pleafes; the Devil's in her if 


he's Money Proof.—I ſee her coming. forth, 


Enter Beatrice. 


O. Ger . 'B catrice, B eatrice, a word Wi 0 
you. 4 
Bea. To me, Sir, 4s you 3 

0. Ger. Ves, Ves to you, my pretty, little, 
witty, ſmiling Rogue ; hold up your Head, 


here's Money for you, ha! 


Bea. Two Pieces of broad Gold! what 1 is 


this for fn 


O. Ger. One for thy good Will, and one, 


for thy J goo ood Word. 
8, 


Bea. how, Sir, I bg you ? 


0. Ger. Promiſe me one thing, J will 
5 make 


* 4 
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make em ten; make em ten prafently x - and 
if you ſucceed, a hundred. | 
Bea. Ay, TY; Sir, you ſpeak now to the 
purpole. 
0. Ger. You know 1 have obtain'd the 
Doctor's Promiſe, to marry his Daughter, fair 


Angelica. 5 
Bea. You have, "mY 


O. Ger. Her Mother refuſes her Conſent : 
to it. 

Bea. She does "I 1 — 

0. Ger. Now, Child, if you cou'd get for 
me the Young Lady's Conſent—— _ 

Bea. To marry, Sir! 

O. Ger. Ay, ay, to marry her. 
Bea. Is that all? Come Sr, ſhe may look 
farther, and fare worſe. 
O. Ger. That's well ſaid ; there's another 
| Piece for that. Z 3 
Bea. I thank you, Sir. : 
O. Ger. I know you rule her as you pleaſe, 
Bea. Sometimes the hearkens to me. 

0. Ger. Now if you will commend me to 
b- her often. 

Bea. As how, Sir? 1 

O. Ger. As thus. By telling her how ck 
I am, and that I love her ſo, I can deny her 
nothing. Tis true, I have a Son, but him 
| TOON? removed, on purpoſe to make way for 
1 
Bea. That was s wiſely done, Sir. 
O. Ger. Ay, was it not? Tell her all Hap- 

- panels 
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pineſs confiſts in Wealth; that ſhe may make 


me ſcttle almoſt all I have on her, and the 


Children I have by her. 
Bea. And do you. think you ſhall have 


Children by her? 


O. Ger. Why not? I am hale and very 


10 (Ry, Bratrice— If thou doſt this for me, be- 
> 425 2 Hundred Pounds, FH give thee on the 
0 Lay 1 marry her, 1 II get thee with Child too, 7 
give thee a good Portion, and marry thee to 

an honeſt 3 


Bea. Fie, fie! you cer me too Work in 


oy Conſcience, Sir; but for my young Miſtreſs— | 


O. Ger. Ay, am ſure of thy Afſiſtance 


55 there? 


Bea. Yes, Sir, II do my weak endeavour 
foe you.—T'll begin preſently ; PI ſet you 
forth with Commendations, Sir. 


O. Ger. How, how, my pretty Rogue? 
Bea. Why thus Sir—if I may be fo bold to 


adviſe you, Madam; take Mr. Gerald, fays | 
I, let him be your Huſband. —Says the pre- 
ſently, which Mr. Gerald raeaneſt thou? O 
Madam, ſays I, the Father certainly, the | 


Son's a young, extravagant, idle Fellow; his 


Father means to difinherit him, unleſs he | 
| mends his Manners.—— 


O. Ger. And ſo Ido, Beatrice; that of my 
don was well put in. — Go on.- 


Bea. O, but he's old, ſhe cries.— True Maa 


dam ſays I, but then he's rich too, very rich. 


When cer he dies, he II leave you— Wealth 
enough 
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| enough to make you a Lady. 

0. Ger. That the may be before, if ſhe 
pleaſes W 

Bea. PII tell her ſo.—but, ſhe may ſay, 

old Men are croſs and peeviſh—No, fays I, 
he's mild and humble, a fine, ſweet-temper'd 
Gentleman, he'll doat upon you, he'll never 
make you jealous, he'll not run after other 
Women, as all young Fellows do. 

O. Ger. That was well thought on. | 
Bea. Says ſhe, his Teeth are 3 
but his Breath is ſweet—his Eyes, ſays ſhe, 

are ſunk—O but, ſays I, he ſees without 
SpeQtacles—lſays (he, he's an old, naſty, multy, : 
fuſty, ſinking— 
O0. Ger. Hold, hold—enough, enough.— 
8 When ſhall I the her, Beatrice? | 
Bea. This very Afternoon, you cannot 
have a fitter Opportunity. You know the 
Doctor is much abroad; my Old Miſtreſs will 
be abſent too. If you'll be walking about 
four o Clock near our Back Door, I'Il let you 
_ privately into the Anatomy Room, there the 
ſhall meet you, Sir.- 
0. Ger, Hold up thy Hand, 11! males the 
three Broad Pieces Ten,—There, will theſe 
encourage thee? 

Bea. You are a wiſe Client, Sir; you will 

not ſtarve a good Cauſe, I ſce. — 
O. Ger. 1 ſcorn it, Beatrice. 
Bea. One thing I muſt adviſe you, Sir; be 

vigorous, prels your £ Suit, home to her; forl 


muſt 


e 
. . 
— net, 
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ry Rogue, and I'll provide for thee. 


my Adventures? 


muſt tell you, there's a young, debauch'g, 


lewd Fellow, juſt ſuch another as your own 9 


Son is, who haunts her every where; makes 
violent Love to her, watches all Opportuni- 
ties to ſpeak to her, is always making Pre- 
ſents, and ſending Letters to her. I'II watch 


him narrowly, I'll Spoil his Sport. I'll ma- 
nage Mr. Gerald's cauſe fo well, If I get not 
my Young Miſtreſs for him, I. 1 forfeit wy 4 
Maidenhead, I 


O. Ger. Come hither, mut kiſs thee; 1 N 
will kiſs thee; thou art a pretty, witty, mer- 


Bea. F are wel, Sir; remember four o Clock, : 


If you brought ſome Jewels with you, Neck- 
laces, Rings, and Bracelets, only to ſhew her, 
 Sir.—Young Girls, you know, are mightily 
taken with ſuch fine thinks. 


O. Ger. I'Il do't, my Girl! I'll 40 t.— L 


home and pick out of myCabinet the beſt of all 


my Pawns, and bring em to her: But firſt 


I'll be ſpruc'd up; I wilt be ſhav'd and waſh'd, 
and perfum'd too; put on a clean Band, 
and my beſt Wig, my new Hat, and put a 
clean Handkerchief in my Pocket, and then— 
at four o'Clock—ay that's the Hour—I'l- 


oy to  ſhew her, 
| [Exeunt # eparately. 


Enter Young Gerald ad Cciſpin. 
© Crif. Well, Sir, what think you now. of. 


Y. Ger, 


THE ANATOMIST. 
25 Cer. Why truly, they were extraordi- 


0 . A Dead Man—a Doctor an Aſtro- 


loger. — 
V. Ger. You made your way thro' many 


Difficulties; bur, for my ſake, you muſt once 


more go to the Doctor's Houſe. 
Criſ. Who, I, Sir? 
Tc: Yes. 


Criſ. 1 beg your Pardon, Sir; You may Ay 


30, and venture yourſelf, if you pleaſe.— 
Y. Ger. Should I go, and be ſeen there by 
the Doctor, I ruin our deſign, and loſe my 


Miſtreſs; he'll tell my Father, that I'm in 
Town. You run no Flazard, for he knows = 


you not. 


6 No e call. you it? I hazard 


my Legs, Arms, Veins, Arteries, and Muſ- 
des; and in the Doctor's Gibberiſh, I hazard 


Inciſion, Diſſection, Amputation, and Cir- 1 


culation, thro' the Syſtole to the Diaitole.— 


Why, Sir, in ſuch a Caſe, a Phyſician cuts 
upa Man, with as little dene as a Hut i 


man carves a Traitor. 


Y. Ger. For all that, you muſt venture | 


your precious {elf once more. When I 
my Miſtreſs, 1 1 make thee ample Stiege 


Cri, We 1, if 1 muſt, 1 mul 41 aw a 


Thyfician's Habit hang up at a Broker's Shop 
hard by, hire it for me.—I had rather appear 


F | before 
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before him in the Shape of a Doctor, thanadead | 
Man. — That Habit, Pills, and Impudence, 
brought me off before, and may —_— - 
1 0 While I ſecure the Habit, ſtep to 
my Father's, and ſecure the Money,— — 
Criſ. I will, —but firſt, 8511 tell me what 
is Latin for I am a Poctor.— 
T. Ger. Medicus ſum.— 
Criſ. Very well, Medieus ſum = EY 
bout your Buſineſs, II about mine. Me- 
dicus ſum. Exit Voung Gerald. | 
Well, 'tis a fine thing to underſtand Latin,— | 
1 muſt be ſure not to forget Medicus ſum,— | 
Now Fll to the old Man.—Ho!. Talk of the | 
Devil, and his Horns — | 


i Old Gerald. and Martin, 


0. Ger. © Cr: Pin. where” 8 your Maſter? | 
tell me true. 
Criſ. Where ſhou'd he be? at the Univer- 
6 5 

wo Ger. Ay, he ſhou'd be at the Univer- 
ſity—but where is he, WE: 
Criſ. J warrant in his Chamber, hard at 
ſtudy ; ; or elſe in the Schools, chopping Lo- 
gic. Pleaſe you to give me the Money, 
Sir; that I may. return to him with Speed. | 

Mar. Give you the Money ?—ha ! ha! hal 
Criſ. What do you ſheer at, ha ?- 
Mar. Money: who's. the Fool then ? 


c 2 
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riſ. Meddle witk your owyn Buſineſs, Sir- 
rah, or I'll give you a Douce © th Chaps. 

0. Ger. Be quiet, Knave. 

0 AJ Jackanapes eto interrupt me 

O. Ger. Have done I ſay.— Several of my 


un e tell me they have ſeen him here, 


here 1 in this Town. 
FCriſ. O, abominable! 


O. Ger. Sirrah, confeſs che Truth; iche in 


Town? 


Cxiſ. Medicus ſum— he is not here indeed, 


. 

Mar. He equivocates, Sir. —Here? no he 
is not here, 

O0. Ger. But slave, he i is in Tovn.— 
Criſ. No. 

G. Ger. I lie then; 4017 

Criſ Medicus ſum. 1 


O. Ger, What's that you mutter, Raſcal? 
Criſ. A Word I learn *q at the Univerſity, 


—Medicus ſum, that is, I am a Doctor. f 
Mar. Yes, of the lying Faculty.- 


Cry. Sirrah, if I had you in another e, | 


1wou'd 
Mar. What wou'd you do? 


Criſ. T wou'd difle& you, Raſcal; run my 


Fit thro your Syſtole and Diaſtole. 


Mar. Come and you dare, let s fee what = 


Jou can do. 
O. Ger: Saucy Knaves, forbear. 


* 


Lehen, 2 fo wake ade O. Gerald, holds up 
ZEST. 3 


. Sirrah, Ty rip u your Belly ; * 1 
the e c p10 the a 1 | | 
you Dog. ; 
0. Ger. The Fellow" 8 mad Be quiet, or 
III pl ed? both of you. — Well, Criſpin, fince | 
your Maſter's not in Town; return you tothe | 
Univerſity, tell him next Week III ſend the 
None to him by the Carrier.— 
_- Gre; But, our. 
O. Ger. One Word more, and; bamboo 
ſhall fly about your Ears. 
he. Well I know what I know. 
O. Ger. What, do you know? _ 
Criſ That Tl be revengs d of that audaci- I 
ous Villain. 
O. Ger. For Winde Raſcal? 
Cr: if. Becauſe he's a Fac-totum, and Sos 
you againſt my Young Maſter and me.— | 
BEN tf! Ger. Sirrah, Sirrah; 1 cou d findi in * 
Heart- : 
Criſ. Ay ſtrike, if you think good. 
O. Ger. Say you ſo? There's for you then. 
1 ſtrikes aft Criſpin: he ducks.— 
Gerald, mjng his Blow, falls. — Criſpin, 
gives Martin a Cuff and 4 T. 6g throws 
Heim down, and runs +>. 
e 2 Medicus Sum... ð [Exit 
Mer. ap me up, good Martin. 
Mar. Oh, oh! I want help, myſelf Sir, 
* he Rogyp, has broke DF Crupper: 


©. Ger. 
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0. Ger. The Villain has rumpled my fleah 
Neckloth n 


Mar. If ever T light on G bio 
O. Ger. Be patient, Martin. 

Mar. I muſt, whether I will or no. 

O. Ger. Go home, Martin, I have Buſineſs 
mother way. a Dogl Medicus ſum! 


Exit Martin. 


* 5 Ger. T 512 is the Hour, tis juſt four by 


my Watch; if Beatrice prevails, I am made 
for ever 


Enter Beatrice. 


Bea. 0, Sir, are you come? I have been 


peeping for you at the Window a whole _ 


Hour. 


O0. Ger. Is the Coaſt clear? Where's my. 
Ang elica? 


L. No Queſtions, but come in. 


SCENE de Talea. 


Enter Angelica met * Old Gerald, ond, 


Beatrice. 


* * g 
a Fx F 
f I" * 


Beatrice. 5 


Eon RAY ee here 8 Mr. Gerald | 
come to kiſs your Hands, 


þ TELE - 


[Exeunts 5 


1 N 
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O. Ger. With our F avour, Madam,- 7 
Tutes her. & ts 4 aj 
Ang. Well, Mr. Gerald, you ſee my Maid 
has prevail'd with me.—She gives you great 
Commendations too. 

0. Ger, Ay, my Sweet; 1 U make em al 
good, 1 warrant you. I 

Ang. I doubt not, but you I love me, Mr, | 
Gerald. But what reaſon is there for me to | 
love a Man in Years, as ybu are? | 
0. Ger. Thave many Reaſons for your Ear, 
more for your Eye,—Look here, my Queen; | 

here's a Necklace of Pearl worth 58 five | 
Hundred Pounds. Then here's a Set of Bod- | 
_ Kins for your Hair, coſt Fourſcore Pounds. | 
hen here's a Crochet of Diamonds, coſt | 

Three Hundred; — All, all ſhall be yours; | 
My little Mouſe, my Pidgeon, my Water- | 
[Knocking at the Door. | 
Ang. O Heaven! ſomebody knocks,—lam | 
F ruin d, if my Mother finds you here. 
Bea. Ah, Madam! what will become of 
nee I 
Ang. For Heav'ns ſake, hide yourſelf; — 
i do, Mr. Gerald. — 
D. Ger, How? where; 1 Ado any thingy 
Dear will have me. 

Bea. Then ſtrip yourſelf to your Waiſtcoat 
and Drawers ; and lie at your Length here on 
this Table,—T'll tell my Maſter youre the 


dead ſekt in to be e diſſected, ee 
Arg, 


* 
1 
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deny me not. 
{ Tithin }—-Beatrice! 4 Beatrice! 7 


ſtrip Him. 


O. Ger. So, ſo; | am dead as a Herring. 


Bea. Whatever happens, Sir, be not afraid. 
TEE: Exit Angelica. 


Eater Crigin like « Doftor, Young Gerald a as 


bus Man. 


Bes. thought I heard. my Mader and 


Miſtreſs. 


Crif. Fait and troth, they will be after 
eoming preſently Och Honey, where i 18 ** 


dead Carcaſs for Diſſection 3 
Bea. Here, Sir. 


_ Criſ. Pherry gogd. upon my ed Ti ; 
make. Obſervation of the Wigge.— Oh boo, 
boo, boo! Devil burn me, Joy, he has baſe _ 
Countenance. Arra fait he was a Theif—a 
Cut-throat—hanging phas too good for him. 


Upon my Shoul III * the Diſſection now 
the Body is warm. 


Bea. What before my Maſter comes ? 


Ang. Quickly, Mr. Gerald; if you love me, 


Bea. Make haſte, or we're undone. [they 
a Wi 22 Open the Door: why Beatrice, 


where are you? 
Bea. So, ſo; whate' er they ay or do, be f 
ſure you ſtit not for your Life. 


Crif. 
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Criſ. Ay fait, Honey.—Phere i is myM 
= are the {nffruments | Fs” Inf 
F. Ger. Here, Sir, here. | 
Bea. Bleſs me! W hat's chat great Knife 


Criſ. My Shoul, that will cut from Jugalar 


to Jugalar—as 3 | 


Bea. Hold, Sir, I beſeech you—fear no- 


| et g Mr. Gerald [afide fo him J—what is that 
terrible Saw for ? 


.Criſ.. Och, my Life! thati 1s the diſmembring 


Saw, to ſaw off the Leg, or the Hand, down 
Juſt above the Joint. You will e 


[Criſpin draws one Leg from the other, and 
one Arm fromhis Body, and Gerald draws 
em choſe to him again. 
Criſ. Oh boo! boo! bool - Devil burn! me 


I did lay one Arm here, and one Leg here, 
to ſaw off in the middle, and upon my Shoul 

the Arm and the Leg are both gone quite 

home again to the Body. — ait this is the 

| Strangeſt living dead Body that ever I ſaw in | 


my Life. 
Bea. Oh, Sir! 1 have ſeen hed Bodies, I 


aſhes they have lain here a Day or two, get 
* and run away 


O. Ger. And ſo will I; bel not ſtay to be 


 butchar'd here. 


[He leaps of the Table; 1 as © FT creebing 
out, > 8 Doctor and bis Wife el, 
. en, over bim. 8 1 

| ; 94 8 
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Doc. Diable m 'enporte | vat ſtrange Ting 
vas dat run over me? 

Bea. Why, Sir, as I was ſhowing Mr. Doc- 
tor here the dead Body that was ſent from 
the Gallows, he felt his Pulſe, and laying 
his Hand on his Breaſt, he found his Heart 


before he cou'd touch his naked Skin, up 
you ſaw. 


ber of the learned Faculty. 
Dec. Farbleu, I am amaze! 


| ae "Om Gerald. 


0. Ger. Oo undone 1 Saen! 5 
All. Ahi Ah! ſereaming) 


Devil are you 7 


O. Ger. Undone, 1 fo undone. 


Doc. Etes vous Spirte? ou Fleſh and Blood! 
anſere! 


5 2 Ger. Give me my Cloaths, BY Jewels, 
18 


Friend and Neighbour, Monſieur Girarde! 


O. Ger. The lame, the lame! 0 dear! 
0 dear „ 


5 


; panted ; then he took His Inciſion Knife, and 
ſtarted the dead Body, and ran . juſt as 


Criſ. All this is true, vir; as I am a Mem- 


Wit. He's come again, Huſband ; 41 ah! | 
T6: In de Name of Goodneſs, vat de 


Doc. Parbleu ! l 1 belli e it is our ver good 5 
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Doc. Et pour quois faites vous tant Pruit? 
vat you make a dis Noiſe ?—et vy you come 
vidout your breeches, in dis naſty Poſture ? 
O. Ger. That Baggage there, and the 
young Witch your daughter have contriv'd 
to abuſe and cheat me out of two thouſang 


Pounds worth of Jewels that were pawn d to 
me. Ho my ſon here! f 


Enter Young Gerald and Angelica. 


XL G Yau Sir, 4 my Wiſe. 

O. Ger. And married too; then all is at 
an End, but where are my Cloaths, and 
V Ger. Your cloaths are ſafe enough, Sir 
—Criſpin can tell you how I came by * em. 
Doc. Criſpin! 

Cr: if. Doctor Criſpip, Sir, at t your ſervice ! 


{ Struts. 
Doc. Aha! 1 parbleu he be one bien comic 
Figure * 
. Ger. Crifpin —my rogue; 5 
Cril. Non NOgUss non Dogus; Medicus 
fun. 3 <p 
O0. Ger. Give me my Jewels! my Jewels, 
I fay— 
Y. Ger. The tres. Sir, ſo well become 


my wife, I think you cannot in conſcience | 
demand them back. 


O. Ger, How | what! 3 
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Ang. They were his own free Gift; he g 
ſcorns to take what he has given me. 
Doc. Ceſt vrai—'tis ver true.— Aha! etez 
vous marrie donc ?—e bien! bleſs a you bot 
to geder, you prit littel Devil you Mon- 
ſieur Girarde, you muſt a forgive dem. 
ccoutes ve vill ave a de bon Suppe et be ver 
merry tous enſemble—all a togeder. Et 
done ve vill hear les Avantures de Doctor 
Criſpin. 


Cet Ye . and I will tell you the whole | 
Storyz _ 


And as we ſnack' d the Fees, well ſhare the 
"Y- 


„ 1 


7 8 8 = 


" 


. 


- —* 3 — — 
— TE "ING 


PFF A en a an OO In 
— 2 

— 4 9 "ne — : _ 
— > IS ==> EA 
22 — — —„-— 


— er  - 
FOE — 


— — — p — — * 
— r re PEO 
ED 


— Gadd : — 


— 


